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SCENE 3
OUTSIDE THE CITY

The two water-sellers enter separately.   The orchestra is plaving.

The two are seen to nod and greet each other.    The orchestra

stops.

WOMAN. The man with a little hair-knot almost hiding the
brow, the water-seller with broken pole and strings, the man with
dirty dress and un-oiled hair, my ancient father. . . . Please do not
think me too inquisitive, but we are in the same trade, and you must
excuse me. May I inquire whether you have been able to hoard any
silver, after you have satisfied your needs, from your earnings? My
darling brother, please tell me the truth. As far as I can see, you
have not got much property; your dress is very dirty, and it scarcely
clothes you. What sort of dainty rice, what sweet soup, have you for
your meals? Please consider me as your sister, consider yourself as my
big brother, and please tell me all.

MAX. My water-seller with luxuriant hair, aye, so luxuriant
that the knot is as big as an orange-pip, lady with a dress all patched
up, lady who is so beautiful that men turn their eyes away! Your
brother, this master of commerce, the possessor of a glorious right
arm, has been able to save a lot of money, after clothing himself in
silk and velvet, and after feeding himself with sweets and fat. Yes,
sister, a lot of money stored up in iron boxes, to wit, a silver halfpenny.
Riches are a curse, I can't sleep at nights for fear of robbers and
thieves and swordsmen. I have to get up every night and sentry-go
round my house. As to my royal meals, for breakfast and dinner I
have lovely colour-mixed rice, made lovelier through mixing it with
that jewel of foods, some golden vegetable. Of course I do not like
much salt, nor oil, nor any other things tasty as those. Ahem, my
food is so rich that I have to swallow it hard, though my poor mouth
protests. As to my clothes and dresses, you can judge for yourself.
So, my little sister, I am well filled with riches and honour. Now,
don't take me for a poor man.

WOMAN. My little Croesus, my great rich man, my possessor of
a silver halfpenny! Your little sister has also managed to hoard the
same amount of silver. I have always wanted to join my property to
that of a suitable man, and take him as my beloved husband. But, I
have to be aware of fortune-hunters, and have hidden my wealth so
cleverly that no man knows of it. Aha, isn't it funny that you should